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Dearer because, so high beyond my scope.
My life grew rich with her, onbribed. by hope
Of other guerdon save to think she knew
One grateful votary paid her all her due;
Happy if she, high-radiant there, resigned
To his sure trust her image in his mind.
O fairer even than Peace is when she comes
Hushing War's tumult, and retreating drums
Fade to a murmur like the sough of bees
Hidden among the noon-stilled linden-trees,
Bringer of quiet, thou that canst allay
The dust and din and travail of the day,
Strewer of Silence, Giver of the dew
That doth our pastures and our souls renew,
Still dwell remote, still on thy shoreless sea
Float unattained in silent empery,
Still light my thoughts, nor listen to a prayer
Would make thee less imperishably fair!

II.

Can, then, my twofold nature find content

In vain conceits of airy blandishment ?

Ask I no more ?    Since yesterday I task

My storm-strewn thoughts to tell me what I ask:

Faint premonitions of mutation strange

Steal o'er my perfect orb, and, with the change,

Myself am changed ; the shadow of my earth

Darkens the disk of that celestial worth

Which only yesterday could still suffice

Upwards to waft my thoughts in sacrifice;

My heightened fancy with its touches warm